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Prologue: The Girl Beneath the Power 


Pole 
I'd had my heart broken. 


The woman who'd broken it was two years older than 
me, and we worked for the same company. Her name was 
Ms. Goto. 

Ms. Goto was kind and caring, and she did so much for 
me during my trainee period. She was an attentive woman 
with a graceful smile, and she'd given me _ constant 
emotional support as I adapted to life as a corporate drone. 

"She should've told me she had a man from the start..." 

I'd lost count of how many beers deep I'd had. I could 
vaguely make out the _ silhouette of my _ colleague, 
Hashimoto, sitting in the seat opposite me and laughing at 
my problems like they were someone else's. 

Oh yeah. We went on a date, Ms. Goto and me. After 
five years working together, I finally invited her out. I'd 
built up such high expectations as we walked around the 
zoo together, thinking about how happily she'd accepted 
and that I was finally making it happen! To tell the truth, I 


spent more time on our date looking at Ms. Goto's profile 


than the animals. I even stole a couple of sneaky peeks at 
her chest. 

I fired myself up as much as I could so as not to waste 
the opportunity. After we'd finished our lap of the zoo, we 
went and got dinner together at a fancy French spot. I 
don't even remember how the food tasted. 

Then, the perfect moment arrived. I asked Ms. Goto 
over. 

"So, how about you come over to my place?" 

We were both adults. She could immediately guess 
what I was getting at. My anxious and expectant gaze met 
hers, and she gave me a troubled smile. 

Then, she shook her head. 

"I'm keeping it a secret from everyone at work, but I'm 
seeing someone." 

oK 

“Why'd she come out on a date with me, then?!!" 

“Come on, Yoshida. That's the sixth time you've asked 
me that." 

“And I'll ask it a thousand more times if I gotta..." 

"Go ahead. I still won't wanna hear it." 

Hashimoto gave me a bitter smile as I drained the rest 
of yet another beer. 


“That's enough for tonight." 


"Hey... Don't be stupid. I still got a lotta...a lotta steam 
to blow off." 

"You're just gonna be even angrier after you get drunk. 
It's not gonna change anything." 

That was easy for him to say. He had no idea how I felt. 
Today, I had no choice but to drink. 

Immediately after Ms. Goto shot me down, I slumped 
on a bench in a small park, my head in my hands. I was 
completely dumbfounded. 

It turned out she'd been with her boyfriend for the last 
five years. 

Which means, she was already with another guy when 
we met. 

"I've been acting like such an idiot..." 

For five years, I'd been pledging my heart to a woman 
who was already taken. 

"She tricked me... Give me my heart back..." 

The words fell out of my downcast head, and as I 
foisted part of the blame on my own ignorance, the sadness 
inside me slowly gave way to a swell of anger. 

That was when I called Hashimoto. 

"So you called me outta nowhere to meet up just so you 


could complain about getting your heart broken, huh?" 


"What's wrong with that? I always listen to you brag 
about your wife, don't I?" 

"I'm not bragging. I'm complaining." 

"It all sounds the same to me!" 

Despite his bitching, Hashimoto had still turned up and 
heard me out. 

"Agh... I was so sure it was gonna work out with her." 

"She's taken, so it's over. Has been for five years as far 
as that goes." 

“The things I woulda done with those soft tits of hers..." 

"Keep it down, dummy." 

Out of the corner of my eye, I caught the office lady in 
the seat next to me looking our way and smiling pitifully, 
but what did I care? It was probably the booze making me 
the most obnoxious person in the bar. 

"She's got those gentle hands, always patting my 
shoulders, and that mouth praising my work... Just thinking 
about all the ways someone has been using 'em hurts so 
much, it makes me wanna die..." 

"This is why you've gotta keep your fantasies and your 
real life separate." 

"She could've at least let me hit it before kicking me to 
the curb." 


"You'd definitely be taking that a lot worse than you are 
now." 

As we drank and talked, I realized just how dirty my 
thoughts about Ms. Goto were. Still, I figured that it was 
only natural. At my age, there's not much a man can do to 
separate the connection between feelings of love and lust. 
That's just the way we're wired. 

"Well, at least it's cleared a few things up for me." 

"Cleared things up?" 

"I mean, there was no way a hottie like Ms. Goto would 
be single. I mean, she's, what, 28 now? Women start 
freaking out about marriage at that age." 

"Sure, but I thought I could make that work to my 
advantage... I just didn't know she had a guy... Hey, miss! 
Another beer, please!" 

I raised my hand to get the server's attention and 
placed my order. Hashimoto sighed. 

"I told you you've already had too many. I'm planning 
on catching the last train home tonight." 

“Yeah, yeah, I know, I knoooow." 

"Feel free to make yourself as sick as you like, but I'm 
not taking care of you." 


"T'll be fine, I'm telling you." 


Hashimoto's warning went in one ear and out of the 
other, and I carried on chugging down beers. It gave me a 
temporary reprieve from my heartbroken woes. 

oK 

"Ugh... Mlgh... Ooh, ugghh..." 

I propped myself up with both hands in front of the 
gutter along the side of the street as I puked into it. 

I was fine until we left the bar, parted ways, and I 
grabbed a taxi. That unmistakable stench unique to taxis 
got me feeling sick, though, which was probably what 
triggered the nausea. 

I emptied my stomach the moment I fell out of the cab. 
All the meat and veggies we'd eaten came up with the beer. 

I managed to walk a little further before vomiting 
again. Nothing but reeking alcohol came up this time. 

Then, on a street near my house, I threw up once more. 
It was just yellow liquid this time. It tasted bitter. 

"Shit... Goto..." 

It was all her fault. 

I stumbled to my feet but only managed a couple steps 
before I felt like puking again. This time, though, I knew 
there was nothing left, so I didn't bother crouching. 

As I walked along the street, suppressing my gag 


reflex, I spotted a utility pole on the corner of the 


intersection. Just one right turn from there, and I'd be 
home. 

I stared vacantly at the landmark as I approached. 
Before long, something started to feel off. Well, not about 
the pole itself, but what was under it. There was someone 
hunched over next to it. 

.. Another booze hound? 

Right around the city station, it wasn't unusual seeing 
people falling down drunk. Even so, this was the first time 
I'd seen someone pass out so near my place. 

As I drew closer, I realized it was a girl—a high school 
girl from the looks of her. Her uniform was a dead 
giveaway. She wore a navy-blue blazer and a grey 
checkered skirt. She was sitting in typical gym class 
fashion, which meant the panties under her skirt were on 
display. The color was black. 

... It didn't look like it was just a costume. 

It only took an instant for me to come up with that 
assumption. You could often see women dressed as 
schoolgirls pulling in customers on 'sleazy' streets, but the 
uniform that the girl under the utility pole was wearing 
looked much too 'ordinary' to be one of those costumes. 

I glanced at my watch. It was already 1:00am, the 


middle of the night. What was some high schooler doing 


out so late? 

"Hey, you over there. Schoolgirl." 

Before I even realized, I found myself calling out to her. 

She lifted her face, which had been buried in the knees 
she had pulled up to her chest, and gave me a vacant look. 

“What are you doing out this late? C'mon, go home." 

Surprised, the girl blinked, before opening her mouth 
to reply. 

"The trains aren't running." 

"So you're just gonna sit there until the first train 
comes?" 

"I don't know. It's kinda cold out." 

"So what are you gonna do?" 

The high schooler let out an unenthusiastic grunt and 
tilted her head. 

Upon closer examination, her face was pretty cute. Her 
hair was chestnut brown—almost black—and she had 
almond-shaped eyes. Her nose had a lovely curve to it, 
although it was round at the tip. Her face straddled that 
perfect line between 'pretty' and 'beautiful'. I could see the 
appeal, but she wasn't my usual type. 

The girl straightened her neck and fixed me with her 
gaze. 


“Lemme stay with you, pops." 


“Po—Who do you think—?!" 

The way she called me 'Pops', and her dismissive 
attitude pissed me off so much that I raised my voice. 

"We just met, and I'm not dragging some high schooler 
home with me!" 

“But I don't have anywhere to go." 

"Stay at a karaoke box or an internet cafe near the 
station, then." 

"T have no money." 

"So you think you're just gonna crash at my place for 
free?" 

She answered my question with a brisk 'I see’, and 
nodded. 

"T'll let you do me, so let me stay over." 

I was at a loss for words. 

Were all high school girls like this nowadays? No, there 
was no way. This girl was clearly just a freak. 

“You shouldn't even joke about that kinda thing." 

"It's no joke. You wanna?" 

“That's a hard pass from me. Who'd wanna bang some 
bratty kid?" 

"Uh-huh..." 

The schoolgirl hung her head. When she looked up 


again, she had a giant smile on her face. 


“Let me stay for free, then." 
"Uhh..." 


I was, once again, lost for words. 


“Thanks for having me over." 

She wound up at my place. We'd bickered back and 
forth next to the utility pole for a while, but I quickly 
realized that if anyone from the neighborhood saw me 
there, I was putting myself in a dangerous position. What 
was the harm in letting her stay the night and kicking her 
out in the morning? 

"Listen up. You were the one who said you wanted to 
stay here." 

"Huh? Uh-huh." 

"So I haven't kidnapped you!" 

“Haha! You're so funny! I know that." 

This was no laughing matter. In this day and age, 
whenever there's a dispute between a man and a woman, 
the man is, more often than not, automatically treated like 
he's one in the wrong. I've heard plenty of stories about 
runaway girls making deals to stay with people only to 


spark a kidnapping investigation further down the line. 





"Your place is filthy." 

"It's a bachelor pad. What did you expect?" 

"I've seen cleaner ones than this." 

Her criticism set me on edge, and I turned to her. 

My unwelcome guest gave me a nonchalant note and 
tilted her head to the side. 

"What is it?" 

",..Nothing." 

Her story was really none of my business. 

Neither the life she'd been living to that point, nor the 
chain of events that had brought her here had anything to 
do with me. Once morning came, I'd kick her out. That's all 
I had to do. 

I went straight to bed, still wearing the clothes I'd had 
on all day. 

Too many things had happened to me that day, and my 
body had reached its limit. The alcohol helped me slide 
hazily into unconsciousness. 

"Huh? Are you going to sleep?" 

"Yep... Do whatever you like," I replied indifferently. 

The girl slouched down on the bed beside me. 

“You're not gonna do me?" 

“How many times do I have to tell you? I'm not into 
kids..." 


"Okay, then." 

Exhaustion began to take over. I closed my eyes, but 
just as I was drifting off, the girl's voice resonated in my 
ears again. 

"Is there anything you want me to do for you?" 

If I was pushed to pick something, a bit of peace and 
quiet would have done just fine. And for the record, not 
having her take off with my wallet in the morning would've 
meant a lot, too. 

Still, the words wouldn't come to my lips. 

I was so tired that neither my mouth nor my body 
would do what I wanted them to. 

However, as hazy as my mind was, there was one thing 
that I craved intensely. 

"Miso soup..." 

That's all I found myself saying. 

"I want to have miso soup made by a woman." 


As soon as I finished my sentence, I passed out. 


Chapter 1: Miso Soup 


The smell of delicious food entered my nostrils. 

"Hm...?" 

When I drowsily opened my eyes, I realized that it was 
bright outside. It didn't feel like the morning sun. This was 
full, afternoon sunlight, shining through my south-facing 
window. 

"What time is it...?" 

Blinking the bleariness from my eyes, I glanced at my 
watch, which was still on my wrist from last night. 

“Whagh, it's already 2pm...!" 

I got out of bed, squinting. 

I couldn't recall what time I'd made it home, but based 
on my current attire, I hadn't even managed to change out 
of my clothes before passing out. 

“Thank goodness today's my day off." I thought to 
myself. If this was a workday, I definitely wouldn't have 
gotten away with the old 'oversleeping' excuse. 

...Oh yeah. What was that delicious smell that wafted in 
here a moment ago? I looked in the direction I suspected it 
was coming from, and someone suddenly appeared in my 


field of view. 


It was a high school girl. 

When I thought about what may have happened, my 
heart stopped. 

The schoolgirl, who'd adopted an imposing stance as 
she stood smack-dab in the middle of my field of vision, was 
staring right into my eyes. She lifted one of her hands. 

"G'morning." 

"What the—?!" 

I jumped out of bed, yelling at her, to which she simply 
responded with a puzzled look, blinking at me a few times. 

“What do you mean, 'what'...? It's pretty obvious. I'm a 
high school girl." 

“Why the heck is a high school girl in my house?!" 

The schoolgirl gave a wry smirk. 

"Well, I was told I could stay over." 

“And who told you that?" 

"You did, Pops." 

"I'm not your 'Pops'." 

This time, she burst into laughter. 

"Sure you are. You're funny, too." 

"There's nothin’ funny about this. And what's that 
smell? What are you cooking?" 

I shoved past the high school girl, who was standing in 


the doorway between the living room and the kitchen and 


Saw steam coming from the pot on the stovetop. I lifted the 
lid and saw that it was filled with miso soup, gently 
simmering away. 

",,.Miso soup." 

"T made it." 

“You shouldn't just cook stuff at other people's places." 

The schoolgirl let out a sigh in response. 

“What? What're you sighing about?" 

“You told me to make it, Pops." 

"I'm not your 'Pops'." 

She shrugged her shoulders in a_ gesture of 
helplessness and began speaking in a harsher tone of voice. 

"If not '‘Pops,' then what? What should I call you 
instead?" 

"Call me whatever you want. Just get outta my house!" 

What was she even doing here, standing around all 
high-and-mighty like she owned the place? And cooking 
miso soup without even asking anyone, on top of that. 

"You really don't remember? Last night, I was stuck 
under that utility pole, and you came and talked to me, 
Pops." 

"I told you, I'm not your... Wait, the utility pole? Last 
night?" 


Hearing those words brought back a vague memory 
from the previous night. I'd spewed my guts out on the way 
home. I could remember that. Along with that memory 
came that of the utility poles near my place, and the person 
underneath it... 

"Oh, the black panties." 

"Why's that the thing that jogs your memory?! You're so 
gross." 

“You were the one sitting with your legs up in a skirt, 
schoolgirl." 

"T guess I was." 

More and more memories began to pop into my head. 

I'd been binge drinking with Hashimoto, without giving 
a thought to the consequences. I'd spotted this girl on the 
way home. 

And after that... What had happened after that? 

I didn't really remember anything other than that I'd 
picked up the girl. Cold sweat begins to run down my 
spine. 

",... didn't assault you or anything, did I?" 

The school girl turned her face toward me and looked 
me directly in the eyes in response. 

She said nothing. I could feel more sweat pouring out 


of me. 


It'd be no exaggeration to say that last night was the 
most drunk I'd ever been. More importantly, I was 
desperate. Anything I may have done wouldn't come as a 
surprise. 

",..Hey! Say something!" 

I felt my body getting clammy as I said this. A sputter 
of laughter escaped the teenager's lips, and she gave me a 
broad smile. 

"Ahaha, no! You didn't do anything!" 

"Why'd you take so long to answer?! You freaked me 
out for a second!" 

"I just wanted to screw with ya! Hee-hee!" 

The girl swayed her shoulders, obviously amused, and 
carried on talking. 

"Well, no. I didn't expect you to let me stay here for 
nothing, so that's what I had in mind. But you just kept 
saying how you don't 'bang kids’, Pops." 

"Oh really?" 

Good job, past me. 

If I'd have gone with the flow and had my way with her, 
I would have never forgiven myself. I might have been 
trashed, but at least it seemed like I'd kept a certain level 


of decency. 


“That's why I asked you if there was anything I could do 
for you, and..." 

The schoolgirl paused mid-sentence and let out a 
snicker. 

“You told me you wanted me to cook you miso soup 
every day!" 

“Yeah, there's no way I would propose to you like some 
old Japanese man!" 

I responded to her resolutely, but no matter how drunk 
I was, I'd absolutely never say such a thing. 

The teenager cackled, clearly entertained by the whole 
situation. This was all one big joke to her. 

"Hey, Pops." 

"I'm not your 'Pops'." 

"What's your name?" 

"...It's Yoshida." 

The high school girl let out a pensive murmur. 

"Mr. Yoshida... Yeah, that sounds right." 

“What's That supposed to mean?" 

“Your face just screams 'Mr. Yoshida'." 

This was the first time anyone had told me that my 
name suited my face. Did she have a unique way of 
perceiving things? To tell the truth, I don't think I could 


understand her. 


"Aren't you gonna ask me my name?" 

"I'm not interested." 

“Huh? C'mon, just ask!" 

Our conversation was entirely on the schoolgirl's terms. 

Still, it was really tiring to constantly have to refer to 
her as ‘the schoolgirl’ in my mind. It couldn't hurt to just 
ask her name. 

"Fine. What is it?" 

Clearly pleased that I had finally asked, she nodded and 
proudly told me her name. 

"I'm Sayu!" 

"Sayu." 

"The 'sa' character in my name comes _ from 
‘Vaisravana’', the god of warfare, and the 'yu' comes from 
‘kindness'." 

"That's the first time I've ever heard someone use 
'Vaisravana' to explain a character." 

Sayu gave a silly laugh and scooped a ladle of miso 
soup from the pot. She poured it into a bowl that she'd 
found somewhere in the corner of my kitchen. 

“Hey. How long do you plan on staying here?" 

"Uhh..." 

She slid the bowl over to me as she gave this non- 


answer. 


"Just try the miso soup for now. We'll talk after." 

“Who put you in charge?" 

At almost the same moment that I replied, my stomach 
began to rumble. 

Come to think of it, I had puked up everything I ate the 
night before. I'd slept through the afternoon, too. Who 
wouldn't be hungry after that? 

As Sayu heard my stomach growl, the corners of her 
lips curled up to a grin. 

"Aren't you gonna eat it?" 

",..['m going to." 

I reluctantly took the bowl of miso soup from Sayu. 

I knew full well how bad it would look to tell her to 
leave right after she went through the trouble of making a 


meal for me. 


Chapter 2: Lodging Fees 


"She shot you down, Mr. Yoshida? You poor thing..." 

Sayu took a sip of miso soup, as if it had nothing to do 
with her. Well, I guess it didn't, though. 

I'd meant to send her off as soon as possible, but for 
some reason, she kept prying about what happened 
yesterday, and for some reason, I kept answering honestly. 

"You're real sympathetic, I'm sure." 

"I am, I am! Being dumped sucks. I mean, it's never 
happened to me, but..." 

"Really..." 

This aimless conversation of ours continued as I sipped 
the warm meal that Sayu had made. 

It felt like forever since I'd had miso soup that didn't 
come out of a packet, and it tasted delicious. It had the 
perfect amount of saltiness, and the fact that it was 
homemade kind of got to me. 

Ahh, how I wished I could have Goto's homemade soup. 

"Is the miso soup good?" 

Sayu interrupted my wistful thinking about Goto. 

"Y-yeah... Well, it's not bad." 

"So then, it's good?" 


"It's good, alright?! As far as miso soup goes." 

"As far as miso soup goes, huh..." 

Sayu let out a cackle and gave me a mischievous look. 

"So that... Goto, was it? You were just wondering how 
good her miso soup would taste like, weren't you?" 

"...Not at all." 

It made me uncomfortable how easily she could read 
my mind. I quickly turned my gaze away, and she laughed 
with amusement. 

"I hit the nail on the head, didn't I? I can read you like a 
book." 

“You sure are an annoying high schooler, y'know that?" 

I scowled at her sternly, but this only made her snicker 
some more and shake her shoulders, as if it's really funny. 

Speaking to this brat gave me a feeling somewhat not 
understandable even to myself. It's kind of irritating but 
embarrassing at the same time. 

Once again, she'd taken charge of the conversation. It 
wasn't a great feeling to know she was fully in control. 

“Hey, Mr. Yoshida." 

"Wha...!" 

Sayu suddenly whispered in my ear, and my shoulders 
tensed. Before I knew it, her face was right beside me. She 


slowly moved it closer. 


“Want me to make you feel better?" She whispered 
breathily. 

This gave me goosebumps all over my body. 

"Didn't I tell you to stop doing that kinda stuff?!" 

I pushed Sayu away, making her pout. 

“Huh? You don't really mean it, though." 

"Hey, you dumbass. I'm not so miserable that I'd let 
some shabby-looking schoolgirl comfort me." 

She cocked her head and let out a confused whine, 
before suddenly snapping the buttons of her blazer open 
and tossing it aside. 

"I think I've got a pretty nice rack, though," she said, 
squeezing her breasts together. 

My attention was squarely fixed on what was 
underneath Sayu's shirt. Who wouldn't stare at a woman's 
chest when it's shown like that? Iam a man, after all. 

"I-I mean, maybe they're big for a high school girl... But 
Ms. Goto is even more impressive." 

"Haha! She's more impressive, huh?" 

Sayu giggled, let go of her breasts, and slumped back 
to a hunched posture. 

“What's her cup size?" 

She asked this question casually, which surprised me. 


H-her cup size? I wasn't entirely sure. 


“H-how should I know? Maybe a DD or something?" 

"Oh, she's the same size as me, then." 

"Huh?! You're a DD?!" 

"Yep. If hers look bigger than mine, then wouldn't she 
be a DDD-cup or a G-cup?" 

A G-cup... I had no idea how big a G-cup was. 

The cup sizes like what men's magazine models had 
made my head spin. Oh, how I wish to put myself between a 
pair of G-cups. What part of me, I won't say. 

"Y'know..." 

Sayu opened her mouth once more. 

"A pair of DD's you can touch is better than G's that you 
can't, don't you think?" 

She tilted her head and shoved her breasts together 
again. 

A sigh naturally escaped my lips. 

“What is it you're hoping to get from tempting me like 
this? What would you do if I really did try something?" 

"Well, we'd just bang, then. You're not a bad-looking 
guy, so I wouldn't mind." 

",..You mean you wanna bang me?" 

Sayu blinked a few times. 

"No, that's not really what I meant." 


“Then what's your deal?!" 


I couldn't help but get to my feet. The whole 
conversation was so all over the place that I couldn't 
handle it anymore. 

"If you don't wanna, then don't pressure me! There are 
guys out there who'd sleep with you without a second 
thought!" 

Sayu furrowed her brow and tilted her head. 

“Let me ask you something." 

"What?" 





"You've got a girl right in front of you telling you to do 
it with her, so why won't you?" 

"Huh...?" 

I let out another breath, this one half-sigh and _ half- 
question. I sensed that our age difference wasn't the only 
reason we are on completely different wavelengths. 

I looked at Sayu as if she was some kind of alien, and 
she gave a wry smile. 

"What's with that face? You're the one who's acting 
weird, Mr. Yoshida. You haven't asked me for anything this 
whole time. Nobody's been kind enough to me stay at their 
place for free." 

I had no answer to Sayu's blunt statement. I'd assumed 
that she was a typical high school runaway who'd left home 
on a whim, but from the way she was talking, perhaps 
hadn't been back home for months. 

Further still, I could imagine what unpleasant things 
she'd done to find places to stay during that time. 

",..You really are stupid." I murmured. 

I crouched down to get on her eye level. 

“Where'd you come from? Lemme see your school ID." 


Sayu's face fell, just for a moment. 


Even so, she soon brightened up again. A grin quickly 
returned to her face, and pulling out a small, folding wallet 
from her skirt pocket, she took her school ID out of it. I 
received it and looked it over. 

"Wha...? Asahikawa..." 

My jaw dropped. 

‘Asahikawa 6th District High School, 2nd Year' was 
written on the small card. 

“You came all the way from Hokkaido? By yourself?" 

"Yeah." 

“When did you leave?" 

"About half a year ago." 

She hadn't been home for six months? 

We are right in the center of Tokyo. It's way too far 
away from Hokkaido for a high schooler to have come here 
on her own. 

“Have you told your parents?" 

"Nope." 

"You're stupid. In that case, you've gotta go home right 
I trailed off. 

The carefree expression on Sayu's face suddenly turned 


visibly bitter. 


"It's fine. They're probably relieved that I'm gone." Her 
eyes seemed to look off far into the distance when she said 
this. 

“You don't know how they feel." 

"T just know it.." 

The look in Sayu's eyes was tainted with sadness and 
resignation. 

It broke my heart a little. 

"I don't have any money left. I've just got to do what I 
can and live in other people's houses. It's my only option." 

“What do you mean, 'do what I can'?" 

"Well..." 

Sayu stammered. 

I felt the anger well up within me, although I wasn't 
sure who to blame. 

"Stop fooling around with me." 

The words flew out of my mouth before I could stop 
myself. 

"I dunno about the scumbags you've met so far, but I'm 
not interested in a single atom of your body." 

"Then..." 

“You can't go home or go to school, so what're ya gonna 


do for a living?" 


Sayu's eyebrows scrunch together in a_ troubled 
expression. 

“That's why I was looking for someone who'd let me live 
with them..." 

“What're ya gonna do when I throw you out?" 

"T-I'll find someone else in one way or another." 

"In one way or another? What exactly do you mean?" 

"Um..." 

Sayu gave vague answers to my questions, seeming 
distressed. 

Why don't you understand? 

No normal person would go as far as trying to entice 
strangers so nonchalantly. That said, at this point, I'd lost 
all concept of "normalcy." 

As I pondered on the situation, unable to tell whether 
this was anger or sadness. I gave Sayu a blunt command in 
an attempt to shake off my mixed feelings. 

"Get a job." 

"A job?" 

"That's right. Even a high school dropout work for 
living, you know." 

"B-but..." 

Saya's voice had become meek, which was strikingly 


different to her prior relaxed attitude. 


"A part-time job won't pay me enough to pay for rent!" 

Well, she's got a point. You'd have to work at a place for 
a couple months to earn enough to pay for a place to live, 
and she couldn't camp outside in Tokyo in the meanwhile. 

"You can live here." 

"Huh?" 

"I said you can live here!" 

Sayu blinked repeatedly, seemingly unable to believe 
what I'd just said. 

"B-but I haven't given you anything, Mr. Yoshida!" 

"I wouldn't want anything from you anyway. I'm not 
interested." 

I frowned and carried on talking. 

“You've got no money and no place to live, so you think 
the logical thing to do is to seduce men? I'm gonna hafta 
knock some sense into you if you think you can keep doing 
that crap, stupid!" 

“Why do you keep on calling me stupid?" 

“You are stupid! You're unbelievably dense, spoiled and 
clueless about values." 

Sayu sat there and seemed to be swallowing her words. 

Looking at her face-on, she was incredibly cute. 

Why? That was the only word that was going round in 


my head. She should have had a proper adolescence and 


experienced what real love was like. Why couldn't she live 
like that? 

"You've got nowhere to live." 

"No." 

"So live here." 

",..OKay." 

"But first, it's your job to do the housework here. That's 
your job from now on." 

Her eyes widened, obviously surprised at my 
declaration. 

"I thought you wanted me to get a job." 

“We'll work up to that. But first, we have to sort out 
how we're gonna live together. You can't just do what you 
want." 

Sayu's mouth flapped open and shut. She was lost for 
words. 

I waited for her to find them again, and before long, 
she began. 

"It sounds to me like you're okay with me staying here 
forever." 

"Not forever. Just until you get sick of running away." 

",... can stay here for that long?" 


I wasn't sure how to answer that. 


It was only after these few minutes of talking that I 
realized how spoiled she really was. 

She'd been wandering from place to place, seducing 
any man that would have her. There must have been a safer 
way to live, even if it would have been more difficult for 
her. 

I think it'd be a lot more painful to flirt with men you 
didn't like than to go through physical hardship, but this 
kind of feeling seemed to have long since faded from her 
mind. 

It came to my mind that if I told her she could stay as 
long as she pleased, she would actually stay here for years. 

I chose my words carefully then started to speak. 

“You can stay until you start acting a little less spoiled." 

With that, she bore a somewhat baffled look and her 
face and nodded. 

"O-okay..." 

I exhaled and sat back down on the floor. 

It was unusual for me to get so heated. Also, I know 
that I'm not worth telling others what is the right thing to 
do. 

I picked up the bowl and took another sip. 


"It's gone cold now." 


That said, the miso soup that Sayu had made still tasted 
great. 

"Oh yeah." 

I quickly glanced up and looked Sayu in the eyes. 

"Wh-what is it?" 

She looked away and asked. 

The impossible-to-follow attitude she struck before has 
completely vanished. 

I point my index finger at her and warned her. 

“You try to seduce me again, and I'll kick your ass out." 

"O-okay, I won't..." 

And that's how the strange cohabitation between me, 
the 26 year old salaryman and the runaway high school 
girl, began. 

However, back then, I had no idea how hard it was 


actually going to be. 


Chapter 3: Tobacco 


"Uh, that sounds crazy." 

Said Hashimoto. 

Well, I had expected as much. 

"You think so, too?" 

"Well, it is crazy, isn't it?" 

Hashimoto repeats himself. 

During our break at work, he'd asked me what had 
happened after I'd got back home from drinking, and I'd 
told him all about Sayu. 

I felt it was too big of a problem to handle all on my 
own. 

He didn't seem quite like it, but Hashimoto was good 
with secrets. He wouldn't let word of this get around easily. 

"There are no missing reports of her?" Hashimoto 
asked. 

I shook my head. 

"I was worried about that too. I tried looking her up 
online after she went to sleep." 

"And?" 

"I couldn't find a single lead on her." 

"Oh, right..." 


Hashimoto rested his chin in his hand, and grumbled. 

“Regardless, we've got a case of a missing high school 
girl on our hands..." 

"The more I think about it, the worse it sounds." 

“You don't need to think about it to know how crazy it 
sounds." 

"Oh? What's so crazy?" 

I bolted out of my seat in surprise. 

Just as we were grumbling to one another, someone 
called out to us. I turned to look, and there stood Ms. Goto, 
smirking and looking our way. 

"Oh, Ms. Goto..." 

The look on my face was indescribable, I'm sure. 

This was the woman who had cast me aside so casually 
just days before. And now, here she stood, flashing a smile 
in my direction as if nothing had even happened. 

"Oh, it's no big deal!" 

While I just sat there, unable to get the words out, 
Hashimoto responded with a smile. 

"I bought something pretty expensive online but 
accidentally ordered two. I'm not sure if they'll cancel the 
order, so I'm freaking out about it." 

He even had a believable lie prepared to cover for me. 


Hashimoto was a pretty shrewd guy. 


“That's no good. You two looked pretty stressed sitting 
there, so I was kind of worried." 

She giggled, then gave us a little wave. 

"You'd better go get lunch quick, before break's over." 

“Haha! We're gonna get some now!" 

Hashimoto waved back with a smile. 

I forced a smile as well and watched as Goto turned 
and left. 

",..You couldn't work up a single word for her, huh?" 

“What?! She dumped me! What was I meant to say?!" 

"Maybe a ‘hello’ or something, at least?" 

Hashimoto sighed and got up from his seat. 

"Let's go get some lunch." 

"Yeah..." 

I stood up as well. 

Agh, what was Goto doing, strolling on over here and 
striking up a conversation like nothing happened? 

She'd only just rejected me, but to me, she still looked 
radiant. 

She looked so good in that black skirt and jacket, and 
her striped blue shirt is both stylish and somehow faintly 
provocative. The slightly wavy brown hair, the thin gloss, it 
all looks so elegant and alluring to me. 


Shit. I wasn't ready to get over her yet. 


Especially not those. 

"God, she's got massive tits..." 

“You do realize you said that out loud, Yoshida." 

oK 

I ended up working two hours overtime. 

It had been already past 9:00pm by the time I got off at 
the nearest station to my place. 

"I wonder if she's eaten anything..." 

My thoughts turned to Sayu, who'd be waiting at home. 

She didn't have any money, so I'd left her 1,000 yen, 
figuring that would be enough to get lunch. Even so, if she 
hadn't had dinner yet, she'd be hungry. 

I stopped by the convenience store to grab a couple of 
random bento boxes. 

As I hurried home, what Hashimoto had said to me that 
afternoon replayed in my head. 

I wouldn't let your empathy get the better of you here. 
You should send her home to her parents before you get in 
trouble. 

Of course, I knew this. But still... 

"It's fine. They're probably relieved to know that I'm 
gone." 

Sayu's words, and the look of resignation on her face as 


she said them, were etched on my mind. 


"She's still just a high school brat. She shouldn't be 
looking that sad." 

I murmured this to myself quietly as I hurried home. 

I unlocked the door and opened it. 

As I did so, I was greeted by a delicious scent wafting 
through the air. 

Sayu was standing with a ladle in hand, in front of the 
kitchen area, located in the middle of the hallway leading 
to the living room. 

"Oh." 

Sayu looked toward me and opened her mouth. 

"Finally home, papa?" 

"Knock it off. That's disgusting." 

I felt a sense of relief. 

On my way home, I'd started to worry that she might 
have passed out from hunger, but it looked like she was 
well enough to crack jokes. 

"Are you always this late?" 

“Nah, I worked overtime today." 

"So you work late sometimes." 

“Nope, I always have overtime." 

“That means you're always this late." 

I took my shoes off as we chatted and then peeked into 


the pot that Sayu was stirring. It was miso soup. I could tell 


from the steam wafting out of the pot that she'd only just 
finished making it. 

"Miso soup again?" 

"But you like it." 

“When did I say that?" 

I cocked my head at her inquisitively, making her burst 
into a cackle. 

"Before you passed out the other night, you told me you 
wanted to have miso soup. I figured you must love the 
stuff," she replied. 

"Did I really say that to you?" 

I had absolutely no memory of this. 

"And I'm sorry. This miso soup is all I've made." 

"Don't worry. I've brought bento boxes. You should eat 
one, too." 

I lifted up the plastic bag I was holding. She gave me a 
wide grin and nodded her head. 

We went into the living room, and I noticed a pile of 
folded laundry in the corner. The wrinkles in my spare 
shirts were all smoothed out. She'd washed everything and 
ironed it too? I hadn't even asked her to do that. 

A quick glance at the floor, and I could tell there wasn't 


a speck of dust or a strand of hair there anymore. I scanned 


the room for the vacuum and found it sitting in a different 
spot from where I usually left it. 

She'd even done the vacuuming. 

I looked at Sayu out of the corner of my eye. She was 
humming to herself as she ladled the miso soup into a bowl. 

I had told her to do some housework, but I'd never 
expected her to do it perfectly. She was surprisingly 
practical. On top of that, she'd clearly had a sense of 
responsibility. 

I went to my room to take off my suit and changed into 
my home clothes. 

Then, I pulled my favorite Malodoro Reds and a pocket 
lighter from my suit pocket. 

"Huh?" 

It was only then that I realized the ashtray I usually left 
on my desk in the living room was missing. 

"Sayu." 

"Hm?" 

“Where's my ashtray?" 

Upon hearing this, Sayu clapped her hands together as 
if she'd had a sudden realization and then pulled a pristine 
ashtray from the drying rack. 

"Sorry. I washed it with the rest of the dishes." 

"Oh, right. Thanks." 


"Uh, sure..." 

I took the ashtray and headed out to the balcony. 

"Huh?" 

Sayu's voice collided into my back. 

"What?" 

"Nothing. I just thought you could smoke in here." 

I frowned at her question. 

“Whaddya mean?" 

"I mean, you always smoke here, right?" 

"Well, sure." 

"So why go out to the balcony now?" 

I didn't understand what she was getting at. 

“Because you're here." 

Sayu's eyes widened in surprise at my response. 

Why the hell was that so surprising? 

I didn't care where I smoked when I was living alone, 
but I wasn't about to smoke indoors with someone who 
didn't smoke. That was just common sense. 

"What's with that face?" 

"No, I just..." 

She shifted her gaze to the floor and took on a pensive 
expression. 

Before long, she looked back up and flashed a smile. 

"I just think that's really kind." 


"Whah?" 

This blunt remark flew out of my mouth before I had 
the chance to stop myself, and then I hastily clamped my 
mouth shut. 

That was a bad habit of mine. You can't be too 
intimidating with kids. 

"What's so kind about it?" 

"Well... Um... Ahaha!" 

She gave a fake laugh, and I could tell she was 
wringing her hands behind her back. 

"Everyone I've met so far...just smoked. They didn't 
seem to care that I was there..." 

When I heard her explanation, that half-rage, half- 
sadness feeling took over me once again. This kid had gone 
through so much of her life having learned all of her values 
from worthless adults. 

"Smoking in front of minors, taking advantage of a 
schoolgirl. You've been around some trash people." 

I felt a kind of anger that I had no choice but to let out. 

I pointed to Sayu with a finger from the hand I was 
using to hold the cigarette box. 

"Listen. It's not that I'm a nice guy. Those guys are just 
shit. Keep that in mind." 

"Uh..." 


"Don't lower your standards. Have a decent gauge for 
what's acceptable." 

I threw these words at her, and then reached for the 
door to the balcony once more. 

“Let me smoke and then we'll eat. Wait a sec." 

"...'Kay. Got it." 

Hearing her reply, I stepped out onto the balcony and 
closed the door behind me. 

I took a quick peek back into the room and saw Sayu 
standing there with a troubled smile on her face, 
scratching the back of her neck. 

I took out a cigarette and flicked the pocket lighter 
open with my thumb. I lit the cigarette and snapped the 
lighter shut. The clink echoed in the night air. 

I took in a puff of tobacco smoke and exhaled. 

",..Haaaah." 

At the same time, I let out a sigh. 

This really brought home how much older I'd gotten. 

When I looked at that high school girl, it almost made 
me feel like I was her guardian. I couldn't imagine how 
anyone could lust after a girl like her. 

Sayu's inexplicable smile came to mind. 

She did have a really cute face. A genuine smile would 


suit her better. 


Who'd wrecked so much havoc on that girl's sense of 
worth? 

Of course, she had a spoiled nature. No, that might be 
one of the major causes of the problem. Still, there must 
have been some truly awful people and some truly 
deplorable environments in her life. I felt a twinge of 
resentment toward the nameless figures. 

“Nothing but shit people, seriously." 

I whispered to myself angrily, before taking another 
drag on the cigarette. 

Like I was one to talk. 

I'd let this schoolgirl have her way and even gave her a 
place to run away to. 

Everyone lives their lives selfishly. 

Every last one of us. Even me. 

As I let out yet another puff of smoke, I spared some 


thought on the meaning of my actions. 


Thank you for reading! 
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